Sixteen 
for Nex Benedict 


Nex Benedict: non-binary, sixteen, he/they, 

always “getting in trouble for laughing too loud,” 

“never afraid to be who they are.” If you didn't accept them, 
“that was your problem,” a “confrontational,” a “fiery kid.” 


Sixteen! Do you remember it? Burning up with 

all you've never done, all you might become. Sixteen! 
Exploding out loud with that fiery, insistent 

hope pushing through the minefields of old loss. 


A ticking time bomb of the possible, racing 

through mazes of the No! that fence you in. Oh, no. Not 
you, your thermonuclear river runs of its own 

sweet will. Though there is that gray Don't you dare! 


where boys and men are on half of the world 
with girls and women on the other half, 

no space between—or anywhere. And you, Nex, 
you wouldn't have it! But I remember... 


I was sixteen! Looking down those dead end streets 
and seeing the hidden corners that turn their own way 
into broad green meadows of a living world's 

laughter. Of course I could see them! I had that 


strange strange power of being sixteen. Remember it? 
When I was terrified, I was fearless. I had to be. Nothing 
could stop me. I was sixteen! And because I was fragile, 
I was unbreakable, unbeatable, hell bent for trouble and 
laughter. 


I had to be! I was sixteen and fiery, feisty, relentless, limitless, 
everything calling to me, calling me out, calling me up, 
bearing me up into the wonderous life that was mine. I had 

to be what I was. I had to be. I was sixteen years old! 


What on earth could put out such a fire? What could trouble 
such a lover of the life they were given—we each are given? 
Darling, I know. I know when people knock you down and 
kick you and kick you, it is not to break your ribs or hurt 


your body in any way. It is to make you forget 
that you have a right to be. It is to make you believe 
that you are nothing worth holding dear. Darling Nex, 


I see you, frightened, alone, the strange power giving 


out, finally. Too much was asked of it and you are lost. 
Because the power of sixteen gives out, like any natural sun, 
without our cherishing—or it seems to, my darling, 

because there is still a glow to you, still a light we can 


see. Irrepressible Nex Benedict, we all see you, now. 
You no longer need what we could have given you, 
but will you light our way? Will you lend us the power 
of your fiery, fiesty, irreplaceable love? 


By C Faye Barker 
03.16.24 
For Nex Benedict 


<<https://archive.org/details/@faye barker>> 
Creative Commons License for Copyright: free to use, redistribute, share 


https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/ 


